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Summary:
The Graves siblings have been trapped in their apartment together for two months. Andrew, stir crazy and pent up, starts hearing a little voice in his head nudge him towards suppressed temptations. What ever will our siblings get up to?

Work Text:
Two months. One bedroom. Zero privacy. Andrew Graves was on the brink of insanity. If starving to death locked inside in his family’s apartment for an ever ongoing amount of time wasn't bad enough, there was the added issue that Andrew wasn’t trapped at home alone. After all, a man has certain needs that he needs to attend to from time to time. Those needs get pretty hard to deal with, however, when one is trapped in a shoebox of an apartment with their fucking sister! Andrew had made the effort to ‘take the edge off,’ plenty of times, of course. He began the masturbatory ritual a number of times, in the bathroom, in bed late at night, when Ashley had started to faint at random intervals throughout the day, even once--when he was really feeling desperate--in the middle of the day while sharing the same room as her.
Something always came up. Sure, he might have been able to power through and let off some of the constant building pressure inside him, but he’d inevitably get caught up in some thought of guilt or how Ashley must really need him at the moment, and he’d lose his erection. Consequently, his attempts to get off transformed into countless frustrating edging sessions, and after a while Andrew stopped bothering entirely.

"Andy! If you don't come out here and eat with me, I'm eating your food. And then I'm going to eat you for wasting my time!" Ashley hollered from the kitchen.

This was the first time Andrew had heard anything about food today. He tended to be the one that did the cooking, and she was the one who would promise to do the cleaning, and then never got around to it. Andrew peeked out past the bedroom door to see Ashley looking quite proud of herself. She had been wearing the same clothes for the last three days, by his estimate. He decided not to mention it out of courtesy.

"What did you make? I didn’t think you'd even been out here for that long."

"Tomato soup."

Andy looked down to the bowl in front of him. It contained transparent, slightly pinkish looking water. Whatever it was definitely didn’t qualify as soup.

"Soup. Are you sure?" he asked.

Ashley sighed dramatically. "A simple thank you would suffice, you know."

"No, really, I mean, what the hell is this?"

"Well, I found an old can of tomato sauce with some leftover sauce in the bottom, and I used that,” Ashley explained as if it were obvious. “I’m choosing to think of it like homeopathic medicine, where the less stuff you have in it, the stronger it is."

"Gee, thanks." Andrew willed himself to say with all the sincerity and conviction he could muster.

Why does your sister have to be so fucking hot?

Well, maybe his standards would be higher if he'd gotten to see another girl in the past two months. Hang on, what? No, Andrew realized with a start that the thought that just occurred to him couldn’t possibly have come from his own head. It’s easy enough to chalk up some intrusive thoughts to the mingling of intense isolation and starvation, isn’t it? Besides, not that he’d ever thought of his sister in that light before, or anything, but who could blame him in this situation? She was definitely attractive in the conventional sense, and at least 70% of what she said to him could be interpreted as flirting if it was said to any other person.
Andrew pushed aside the thought at once. His sister was a manipulative, self-obsessed, annoying, megalomaniacal bitch, all on top of the whole "sister" thing. Plus, she smelled bad. Well, he still thought she smelled kind of nice despite a few days sans-shower, but a little personal hygiene goes a long way when you’re cooped up with someone 24/7. That thought must have simply arisen in him because of how casual Ashley had gotten in quarantine. She was wearing one of his sweaters, and it hung low enough that he couldn’t quite tell if she wore her trademarked extra-short short shorts, or no pants at all. The neckline of the sweater hung loose, exposing one of her pale collarbones and her black bra strap. Jesus Christ, if he got any hornier he was worried a blood vessel might burst in his brain. He had to reel himself in.

You’re already going to hell. Why not enjoy yourself while you’re here?

"Andy, you need to eat. You're not going to pass out again, are you?"

Andrew shot up too fast and knocked his chair over with a clatter. "I need to pee. Be right back."

"Need company?" she asked playfully.

No time was wasted humoring her 'joke,' as he hurried away to lock himself in the bathroom. He just needed to bust one stellar nut, and then they could be completely normal and healthy together until they both starved to death. The happy ending. Andrew's hands shook as he unbuckled his belt. Dick: out. He was hard to the point of discomfort, where masturbation felt more like a medical procedure than something someone would do for recreation. He tried to quickly muster up some stimulating thoughts. Girls, topless girls, tits, c’mon! Mrs. Lisa from third grade. The hot supermarket cashier. Julia. Andrew always found it challenging to get into “the mood” in a hurry.

You think about your sister sucking your dick every time you watch her put her hair up. You want to tangle your fingers through her hair while you leave hickies on her neck. Right now, you're imagining tugging her hair from the back, while she's bent over-

Andrew was getting pretty fucking tired of his brain throwing those intrusive thoughts at him. So what if he’s thought about fucking his little sister once or twice before? That was probably a normal thing for siblings to feel about each other, wasn’t it? That alone didn’t make him a pervert, or anything, and it wasn't like he was planning on acting on it. Maybe if Ashley dressed like less of a fucking slut all the time, he'd be handling things better.

“Let it be known to all the world, that Andrew Graves jerks off to thoughts of his sister,” Andrew murmured to himself.

He’d seen every inch of her before, plus plenty of happenstance glances that assembled into a mental image from throughout the years. Andrew’s mind turned to the most recent time he’d accidentally walked in on her changing, the subtle curve of her back, the narrowness of her waist widening to hips that cavemen would have based fertility idols on, how all of it burned into a fixed place in his memory in that single moment. How badly in that moment had he desperately wanted to wrap his hands around her waist, and reach further, around her breasts, to plant a kiss on her collar, her neck, and then-

"Andy? You're being weird today."

Fucking hell, of course. Ashley always had a knack for showing up at the perfect time to ruin any moment.

"Can I have a little goddamn privacy, Ashley? For a second?"

"Oh, fuck you, Andrew! My mistake for checking in on you, dick! I’ve been bending over backwards for you, and you can't stand to treat me like a human being for a second and talk to me? I'm your sister, in case you forgot."

"No, I definitely haven't forgotten, trust me!"

"You hate me, don't you?" Ashley’s tone was small and remorseful on the opposite side of the door. These were the times where the kid in her really bled through. "Even when you have no choice but to hang out with me, you don't want to! You'd rather be trapped in here with anyone else, wouldn't you? You think Julia would treat you right in here? That she’d care about you like I do? Maybe I'll just throw myself off the balcony so you don't have to deal with me anymore, would you be happy then!?"

Andrew let out a long sigh. His dick was still hard in his hand. He stood at a moral crossroads. A thousand times before, a thousand times in future, he would put her first, push down all the fucked up thoughts in his head and comfort the only person who knows more about his life than anyone else. He did not do that.

"Leyley, no, c'mon. Just stay and talk to me, okay?

She scoffed. "What, while you're on the pot or whatever? That's disgusting, Andy."

Leyley giggled and Andy’s cock jumped in pavlovian response. The line of “how long it should take before a man starts jerking off to the sound of his sister’s voice” should take longer to cross than this, and he knew it.

"You're the one who decided to talk to me while I was in here, if you need a reminder," Andy asserted.

"What are you even doing in there, anyways? You sound like you're pressed right against the door."

How convenient, because he was. Andy didn’t manage to formulate a response, as his concentration was being consumed by keeping his breath steady and envisioning his sister bouncing naked in his lap. Andy was positive that she’d never speak to him again if she found out. If he was lucky, she’d mercy-kill him then and there. One way or another, he'd never live it down.

She's thinking about the same things you are. You want each other. Isn’t it obvious?

Fuck! An involuntary whimper escaped from him, and he froze. Ashley said nothing for a while, and a long stretch of quiet spread between them.

Finally, painfully, Ashley broke the silence. "You're not jerking off in there, are you, bro?"

"Fuck off, Leyley."

She giggled. "If you want help, all you need to do is ask, Andy. Family takes care of each other, after all."

Andy knew Ashley’s games well, how she always wound him up like this. Domineering, riding the line between what someone would expect from a soulmate, a sibling, a parent, and a slave all at once, with all the lewd jokes and snide comments that at any time she had the ability to write off as ‘just a joke, Andy!’ The punchline usually came in the form of crushing him under her thumb, and Leyley getting her way regardless of circumstances. She had no idea of the real effect they had on him.

“C’mon, Andy,” she flirted. “I’ll get on my knees for you and we can stare into each other’s eyes while you paint my face with it.”

Somewhere deep inside his soul, Andy silently despaired that he had to settle for repainting the bathroom tiles instead of Leyley’s perfect features, and he came. A painfully pent-up load streaked across the floor in wild jets while Andy utterly failed to muffle with his sleeve the ungodly noises that escaped from him. The next door neighbor could have probably heard the noise he made. The fog of shame that radiated off him was so thick that he might have been able to reach out and grab it if he wanted to.

"Damn, bro. So… are we pretending you didn't just bust a nut, or what?" Ashley asked, casual as ever.

---

For the last hour, Andrew had been contemplating suicide. Not out of any sudden lack of will to live, none more than usual anyways, but because the only way he would ever hear the end of this is if he died.
Ashley had, eventually, stopped pestering him to confess to what he had been up to in the bathroom, but they both knew what had transpired. As she had finally given up on trying to prise the confession from him through interrogation techniques that swung rapidly between anger, bargaining, teasing, and pleading, Ashley left him in a huff and isolated herself in their bedroom. She must have put something heavy in front of the door, because Andrew had become painfully aware over the last two months of the fact that their bedroom didn’t have a lock. It was laughably typical of her to demand privacy from him at a moment's notice while Andrew had been wasting away in silent, urgent need for some alone time. Andrew had been able to enjoy some privacy as a result of her actions, in fact, but was in far too sullen of a mood to do anything fun with the opportunity. Instead, he meditated on Ashley's response while sprawled out on his parent's bed.
Ashley came across as mad, to be sure, but most of her frustration seemed to stem from his refusal to confess his sins to her. There was no way that she hadn’t put two and two together yet, so was her plan just to manipulate and blackmail him once she got a confession? She already had plenty of dirt on her brother.

You're an idiot, Andrew. Why ignore the obvious? Your sister’s a slut, and you're alone together. Nobody would ever know.

In a strange way, Andrew felt the most insulted that the voice in his head would slutshame his sister. Not that it was wrong, of course, but in any normal situation he’d break the nose of anyone who said that.
What the hell was wrong with him? By now he couldn't deny having thought about his sister that way before, but he had always assumed he’d left that shameful habit behind with the "jerking off three times a day" part of puberty.
Even if what she said wasn't a joke--which it always was with her--it would be completely insane to actually act on any feelings between them. What would their parents say? 'Hey, Mom and Dad, you won't believe what we got up to in quarantine!'
A prolonged quiet creak alerted Andrew to the bedroom door opening. A moment later, the door to the room he was in swung violently open.

"You jerking off in here, too, Andy?"

Ashley had changed her clothes at last, now wearing a striped black long sleeved sweater with thumbholes and a miniskirt. Her arms were crossed, and she looked like she might have been crying earlier. The thought of that hurt Andy’s little black heart.

"Fuck off, no, and stop calling me Andy. I'm not a kid anymore," he retorted, jabbing a finger at his sister.

Ashley sat on the opposite end of the bed from him, glaring with malice behind her eyes.

"So are we just lying to each other now, or what?" she asked. Her voice was firm and tight in her throat.

"What the fuck's that supposed to mean, Ashley?"

"Hey, I get it. You don't get to see some slut to dump a load in for a few weeks and you need to get off sooner or later, right? Never mind that you're stuck here with your sister, let’s just stop everything, Andrew has to go jerk off! You’re wasting precious calories when you do that, you know."

Andy buried his face in his hands. "I would do literally anything to not be having this conversation right now, Ashley."

"Oh, I'm sorry, am I making you uncomfortable, Andrew? I feel so bad for taking up space in your fucking masturbation sanctum! Sorry my existence here is inconvenient for your cumming schedule, asshole, feel free to go back to growing hair on your palms!"

Andy briefly calculated how quickly he could take a knife from the kitchen and kill himself. Not worth interrupting the conversation, he concluded. It would be rude. As he failed to reply, Ashley spoke again, the quality of her character now totally different. Her words came out soft, sullen, and barely above a whisper. Andy’s unfocused, angry stare flashed back to her to see her avoiding his gaze, her posture pulled within herself.

“I just think it would make the most sense if you’d involve me, you know?” she said.

"Define ‘involve.’"

"Do I really have to spell it out for you, dumbass?"

You're stuck at home with the most attractive girl you've ever known, and she wants to have sex with you. You’re a complete moron if you don't take this opportunity.

For the first time in his life, Andrew wondered if the parasites that they were supposedly quarantined for were actually real. It was the only rational explanation remaining for how utterly batshit crazy the both of them had gone. Andy’s heart was beating so fast in his chest that he felt like it might burst out of him. It took a few seconds for him to catch his breath before speaking.

"Ashley, what the hell are you talking about?”

“What? I have needs too, you know? I’m hot, you’re hot. It’s not like anyone’s about to walk in on us while we’re in here. I’m pretty sure it would be an easier and better way to spend our time than trying to avoid each other pretending the other one isn’t furiously beating off.”

Andy fell backwards on the bed, his face buried in his palms. “Ashley, no,” he said with the same intonation as one might use to chide a dog.

"Why the hell not? Who's gonna find out?" Ashley protested.

"It's not about people finding out, it's about us getting out of here someday and knowing we boned, forever! I already have enough to repress when it comes to you. And… my feelings are mixed up enough that I don’t want to regret what we end up doing when both cooped up and crazy in this apartment together."

"Oh, so your problem isn't 'I can't fuck my sister, it's immoral!' You just don’t want to deal with the baggage. You want to, don't you? I’ve seen the way you’ve looked at me for years now. At the very least, it’s just a more efficient way for us both to get off. At most, it can strengthen our sibling bond, or whatever."

Andy cast his eyes up to the ceiling. "I'm not going to humor this idea any more."

Ashley extended her leg and pressed the ball of her foot into his lap. His body betrayed him as his cock responded with shocking alacrity, swiftly standing at attention like a soldier awaiting orders.

"You're hard." Ashley stated the obvious.

"That doesn't mean anything. We were just talking about sex, and I’m pretty fucking pent up, remember?”

“Still, huh? How about this? If you want me to stop, tell me, and I will, Andy. But you won’t.”

Andy fixed her with an expression that he hoped conveyed contempt, and not any of the other emotions he was feeling at the moment. The precise location and subtle motion of her foot was getting harder and harder for him to brush off.

“I don’t think I have a choice,” he said. “You’re pretending like I do, but you always get your way in situations like this.”

“So you won’t even try? That tells me something about how much you really want this, Andy.”

“You’re full of shit,” he argued.

Ashley shrugged. "I guess you don't mind if I get more comfortable, then."

Ashley hiked her skirt up and laid back on the bed. Andy had a single moment of processing the sight of her pink panties for a single moment before she fit her thumbs into the waistband and pulled them off. All of the sudden, Andy was staring at his little sister's bare pussy. And he stared. And he stared. Ashley worried that she might have broken him.

"Cat got your tongue, big bro?" She flicked her panties in his face, and he feverishly swatted them to the floor.

Ashley, after painstakingly long seconds, grew tired of waiting. She crawled languidly across the bed, and Andy made no effort to stop her when she started to unbuckle his belt. Andy watched the point of no return pass him by faster than a bullet train, vanishing from sight in the simultaneous moment as his sister yanked his pants down.

“Wow. Nice dick, bro.”

There’s no turning back now.

Ashley crawled on top of him with a slight grunt. His sister was sopping wet, and it was because of him. He felt quite proud of that, in a strange way. All the rest of his body was consumed by frazzled, panicked anxiety that he hadn’t quite felt to the same degree since he lost his virginity.

“Hey, Earth to Andy,” Ashley interjected. “Are you seriously still out of it? Well, since you haven’t managed to pick your jaw up off the floor, I’m going to make this choice for you. You’re going to quit being so goddamned indecisive, and you’re going to fuck me, Andy. Got it?”

When did you first realize that you wanted to have sex with her? Since you started puberty? Younger? This has been a dream of yours for years. Seize the moment.

In that instant, Andy snapped back to reality. “Okay. Got it.”

He forcefully twisted his hips, throwing Ashley to the floor before pinning her down with one hand around either wrist. A moment later, he relented his firm grasp on one wrist and his hand roamed down, slowly, taking in the curve of her waist, her hips, and finally the give of her plush thigh. Ashley seemed quite pleased with his change in character, and she fell quiet, save for a small, muted gasp from his touch.

“You were right earlier, Leyley. For the record.”

“Oh, are you still talking?” She feigned an exaggerated yawn. “I’m falling asleep over here.”

Andy couldn’t help but smile. “I’ve wanted to do this for a very long time.”

“You’re not that subtle about it, dumbass. Are you seriously going to make me wait any longer?”

She’d always been a brat. Leyley would rile him up, he’d get mad, she’d get hurt, he’d feel guilty, and then she’d get whatever she wanted. Was she getting that now? Andy was past the point of caring. He finally had the chance to channel that frustration a little more productively.
His one hand tensed around her thigh, indenting the flesh a little, while with his free hand he guided his cock inside of her.

“Fuck, you’re tight, sis.”

“Well yeah, I’m a virgin. Was, I guess. Past tense.”

His heart dropped. Andy was a lot of things, but chief among them was that he fancied himself quite a bit of a romantic. He’d never had the chance to take anyone’s virginity before, but shouldn’t he have lit some candles, or bought her a nice dinner first or something?
Andy must have gone bug-eyed, because Ashley burst out in laughter.

“God, you’re impressionable.” she mocked. “I can’t believe you believed me. Don’t pretend that I didn’t just feel your dick twitch, though. You really want to deflower your little sister that bad, big bro? You’re fucked up.”

Andy was going to put her in her place. He had to shut her up. His hands both wrapped around her throat, and he squeezed. Julia would never let him, but he liked the idea of choking his partner. Ashley melted instantly into little more than a toy for him to use. If his intent really was to punish her, he can’t have been doing a very good job, if noises she was making were any indication. She was having a pretty damned good time.
A revelation struck Andy, that he was enjoying sex more than he might have ever had before. More than with his girlfriend. Was this what being in love was like?

"Harder, Andy." Leyley wheezed.

"I think I love you."

Ashley grabbed him by the collar and pulled him into a kiss. It's a sloppy mess.

"I said harder, dumbass."

Andy could hardly catch his breath. Any regulation or restraint went out the window as he surrendered himself to humping his sister like an overexcited puppy on its owner’s leg. As he felt his climax creep up on him, his hands fell down to her hips as he tried to pull out. Ashley's legs locked around his back and kept him in place.

"No, wait- Ashley- stop-"

Too late.

His nails dug into Ashley's sides as he went over the edge. Consumed in mindless bliss, Andy emptied his reserves inside his sister. He could, just barely, register her arms locked around him, pulling him close in a death grip while she met his climax with her own unspeakable sounds of pleasure. Andy’s body went limp all over, save for one place, and collapsed in a huff on top of his sister.
As Andy finally regained some post-nut sanity, terror overtook him. Andrew had never even fucked Julia raw. He couldn’t handle becoming a dad at 22, never mind a dad to his sister’s fucked up incest baby. Slowly, he slid out of her, spilling out a narrow stream of white onto their parent's bedsheets. How did he get conned into creampieing his sister?

"Oops." Ashley said nonchalantly. "Mom said she wanted grandkids, you know."

Andy cradled his head in his hands. Before him was the most beautiful, delightful, most insanely perverse thing he’d seen in his entire life. Ashley, eventually, propped herself up on her elbow with considerable effort. She seemed pretty unamused with Andy ignoring her to pace in circles around the room.

"Fuck! Fuck! This is serious, Ashley! What the fuck are we gonna do?"

"Well, I'm pretty sure Mom has some old Plan B in the bathroom, so y'know, I'm gonna go see if that's expired or something. Just remember to pull out next time, dumbass." Ashley gave him a playful punch on the arm.

"Next time?" he asked.

"Well, yeah, did you really think I'd let you only do that once?"

Andy raked his hands through his hair, and finally let his arms fall to his sides. He’d never been happier.